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N the flank of a hill above 0Old Shore-

ham the great gray house of Chartres
looks south to the Channel, and at its
{oot, the meek river Adur comes, de
foated from the Sussex downe. Gray
angd patlent, 1s Colonel Tilney Wesson
—Uncle Tilly ot the old days—who
at the great house as the deputy of
the servants eupple, the stable
ordered, and the land well stewarded till he shall

have done with

s own place.
mlt -m\sp:s gsour day when he was sumNoned to

. Colonel Wesson was at hls club, walt-
(cnt;;m;ﬁ:; others of his kind for the ampler evexlng
papers. These were the autamn days following the
taking of Pretoria, when the army was bushwhack-
fog in tiny brigades and lean columns all over the
gtulborn MTransvaal. The early cables epoke of a
fight to the north of the railway by Waterfall On-
der, o ehanp and dosperate struggle in which the
British force had suffered heavily. A gun head
bean lost, it was stated, but as yet there were no
pames. In the smoking room of the club there
wero a dozen or €o of old soldiers, whose sons or
nephews were at work fn that part of the world;
one terrible old man had a grandson there.

«“Wonder who's been chucking guns away this
time,” remarked this veteran, secure in the knowl-
edge that the vouth who bore his name was a Hus-
sar,
There was a pause. “We're In the line, at any
rate,” teplied a Crimean general with satlsfaction.
Others reported to the same effect. 0ld Colonel
Wesson clearsd his throat

“My nephew's a gunner,” he sald

“Ah!” The grandfatier turned a cloudy eye on
tim. “Horge?’ he asked.

“Field,” replied the Colonel gravely.

“}{'m!” the veteran grunted suspiclously; sev-
eral of them looked curfously at the Colonel, but
be sat unmoved. He had to wait for news, of
coureo, but he wes not really anxious. His nephew
was not the gun-losing kind.

The peapers had not yet come shen the page
came into the smoking room Wwith a telegram on a
salver. He bromght it over to Colonel Wesson at
once. The Colonel opened it, with a dozen eves on
him, read it, and rose to his feet

“Got to go.” he said. “Boy, call me a handsom.”

The grandfather of the Hussar scowled at him.

“Hang it al!, Wesson,” he sald, evplosively, “this
{sn't a Ume for delicacy. Have yon got any news
there? If you have, read it and be done with It
We're all in this.”

Colonel Wesson smiled and spread the tele-
gram out again.

“t's not exactly news,” he sald. “But It sux-
gests thero may be news. It's from Jack Chartres
—my brotker-in-law, you know. The gunner chap's

his son.”

“Well?*

“Wall, it =mave slmply: ‘Come down at orce,
Outch 450, Don't fafl’ Looks as if he'd heard
somothing, €n?”’

1 will,” said the Colonel, and went to his cab.

He caught his train with no margin. It was
on the point of moving as he scrambled into his
carriage. Farther down the platform a newsboy
was calling his papers: Colonel Wesson leaned
from the window as the train gathered nvay and
shouted to him.

“Elvening papers,” he cried. “Any of 'em. Quick'”
The Colonel tossed a half crown Into the baskot;
the boy galloping alongs!de the traln, bundled his
papers together and took aim. They caught the
Colonel full In the face.

He adjusted his monocly and unfolded the first
of them. The heallines barked from the page:
“British Disaster; Defeat at Swartdaal; List of Cas-
ualties” The Colonol’s pulse quickenvd a little as
he settled down to read the ten inches or so of bald
prose that preceded the long list of killed and
wounded. It told, very formally, of a surprise at
dewn, a sllent commando ringing an unsuspiclous
camp and overwhelming it at a chosen moment
A paragraph related tersely how the little
forcs had stood under a devastaling flre, how an
artfllery officer had drawn out a gun and opened
fire at point-blank range on the ridge from which
the Boers commanded the camp. And the gun had
been taken. They had got away with it.

The Colonel folded the shesct the more conve-
niently to read the lists that followed, Seven offl-
oers had been Xilled; some of them he knew; but
the name for which ho looked was not among them.
Nor wes it among the nemes ot the wounded. But
there was yot enother heading. The print was
blurred befors his eyos as he read (it “Missing:
Lisutenant John Chartres, R.F.A." ;

It was dark when he reached Chartres.
nﬁ;‘o gua;lnor roookvedhhim deferontially.

r s gone to his roo .
be excused il dinner.” RaET T Hastres 1o
E;hrosf:seed ‘hjmselth of the Colonel's bag.
old room, sir,” & 1

AP g e sald, and led the way up

The Colonel made his tollot pensively. It was
the custom of his brotherin-law to send for him at
all seasons of emergency, and generally he came.
Sir John had been a widower for close on twenty
years, and had never accustomed himself to be
alone. When at length Colonel Wesson went down,
Sir John met him in the garden room that gave on
the terrace.

“Ah, Tilney!” gald Sir John.
8aen the news, T ruppose?”

“Yes,” enld the Colonel,
dtgcrimination. “Yes,
brisk little business,
to b(lal young!'"

“The telegrams say he's missing sald the bar-
onet. He spoke as tho i
lex.r.xng.efore ihe Poloncliuh 8. yere laving & mroby

tten way of putting {t, fan't {t?” ea L)
x:u?n;“;%e:ms Tthe';y grabbed him nlon;dwﬁg:o:b;
» 5 0so. Jack, g 1 \f

ol som&thing.' that boy's got brains. He's

“Whet d'you mean?” demanded & “
how to lose guns, eh?" 1 Qe

‘Caolongla Weosson smiled frankly.
rafd, “that's pre<lecly it. Shoved 1 ‘em ;
1t epouting till the others couM’l nttu:ltd e'n;_ t’;\:lt'
horses: prohahly saveq the lot at the rost of one
gun. A devilish smart bit of work, T call 1.

!’hc o!’r.! baronet stared at him with mr{od lips.
| -'!'hen. he gafd. weakly, “then 1t f{sn't—er— "

A regrettable incident?” suggested the Colonel.

The

“Peeling fit, eh?

taking a chalr with
It seems to have been a
Gad, Jack, what a tbing it is

"That'a 1t.” he

<
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DS.0. over It.”
The baronet gulped and smoothed the back of

his head with his hand. He was a little dazed for
while.
th?.we“. well,” he gald, at length, very thoughtfully.
Let's hope they don't send him back without his
hosa."
brmm. manner Colonel Wesson began hie sojourn
at Chartres which is not yet at an end. Ampler
news of the fight duly arrived, the  full
story of; the man in command and the warm
talos of the war correspondents. It settled down
into a finished episode, with its fit perspective; and
as It took shape in the public mind the part taken
in it by Lieutenant John Chartres of the Fleld Ar-
tillery was seen to be a worthy one. He bad
whooped his men up and hauled out the gun ‘by
hand, staying by it and firing to the very end. Not
he alone, but all the gunners with him were miss-
{ng. There was praise for all of them, but no word
of the whereabouts of any of them. They had van-
{shed as completely as thelr gun. ,

“Thoy—er—they Wouldn’t shoot ‘em, T supposa™
domanded old Sir John from time to time. “Wouldn't
do that, eh, Tllney?"

“Good Lord, no,” *he Colonel never falled to re-
ply. “You've got the queerest fdeas, Jack. Thesn
chaps aren’t savages. Very decent fellows, by all
accounts. Shoot 'em, Indeed!"

But he nvas puzzled himself. All over South
Africa the Boer commanders were releasing prie-
oners within a few hours of their capture. They
had nowhere to keep them and no food to spare for
them. The War Office was stormed to request
the Commander in Chief to cause {nquiries to be
made, but nothing new was elicited. Dny by day
the old baromet became more helpless and more
dependent on the Colonel for his funds of optim-
ism.

In the warm days of the epring, six monhs after
the day of the fight, now almost forgotten, the dbar-
onet dellvered himself of a new requirement. His
zray shaven face with the afternoon light upon it
was very llke a child’s

“Tilney,” he sald, suddenly.
—1 hope I'l see him again'”

“My dear Jack, of course you will,” repHed the
Colonel, placidly, but with a quick look round at thae
old man's face.

The barcnet smiled, slowly. “You don’t Inow
evervthing, you know,” ho eald, after a pause.

The Colonel sighed. “That is €o0,” he agreed.

There was silence again for a while.

“Well, I'll tell you,” sald Sir John. ‘“Tm coming
to my finish, Tilney—coming to the big jump. But
that'’s nothing. I want you to do somethlng."”

“All tight,” aald the Colonel. “You're talking
bosh, of course. But go on.”

“]1 suppose this war will finish some day," con-
tinued the baronet. “Can’t go on forever, you know.
it would slmply ruln the Service. Well, when it
does stop, that General Van Zyl will be available.
1 want you to go out and talk to him He'll know
what's become of Jack if anybody does”

The year grew ripe; the downs and the fields re-
turned to their green; but the distant war sbated
not at all. Who shall do crodit to the long pa-
tlence of Colonel Wesson {n those dreary months?
Sir John weakened befiore his eyes, but never onoo
d!d hie oendurance fall. Dapper, accomplished In
social aris, a companionable bachelor, worldly and
jovial, not once did the mask slip from him, though
the old man must be keyed up almost hourly to the
pitch of faith in the life of his son, even while a
surer knowledge lived in the serenity of his eyes
and the last of his days went by under his hand.
TAfe Is the greatest of the arts and Colonel Wes-
son was a great artist.

Then, when he had been at Chartres just a year,
Sir Joon died. The old man flickered out quletly
during the night. He had needed no help from
anvone in his last and greatest undertaking Col-
one! Wesson, appointed under the baronet's will to
the care of everything, took charge of all arrange-
ments.

There was before him the pledge he had glven to
the baronet, to go to South Africa at the end of tho
war and seek for the boy. Comfortably now. be put
the estate in order for his departure, and awalted the
day when Genera! Van Zvl should be a fellow sub-
ject and accessible to a polite stranger. It was a
long time coming: the Boers were tenaclous
“Mizht almost be English,” as the Colonel sald But
at last It came, and the Colonel packed his bag
and took ship.

It was a strange land he came to, a country
where all porspectlves were awry, and the lawless:
ness of war had made ite deepest marks on men's
minds Colonel Wesgson moved up country to Bloem-
fontein to find General Van Zyl. On all sides
there were men who knew him and will-
ingly alded him, and he passed up-country un-
hampgred by the regulations that held thousands of
anxlous refugeeg fuming at the base. Arrived at
Bloemfontein, there was his own corps, his old reg
fment, in cam®p, commanded by the sprightly war-
rlor who had been Colonel Wesson's senlor subal-
tern. Heclic hospitalities ensued.

General Van Zyl was not hard to find. Twice the
Colonel called at his hotel and ho was out; the third
tire he was at luncheon in the dining room.

The famous General looked up as Colonel Wes-
son approached him, detaching his attention from
his food with a quite obvious reluctance., He was
even portentously stout, with a big, ma=sive head
standing stiff on a short neck and a thick pointed
beard finishing his chin.

“Yea. T am him,” he sajd
Sit down and have a drink.”

He boomed when he spoke, so that people turned
{n their chairs to stare.

“Thank you,” sald the Colonel, “but I won't drink,
#f rou don't mind. I have come from England to
6ce you, sir, and to ask for vour help '

“Yes," sald the General, esting persistently,

“You remember, no doubt, your—your success at
Zwartdaa!?" asked the Colonel

:ﬂm General spluttered and clutched his napkin,

Ach, yes; that was very funny,” he agreed. “I
sneaked a gun at Zwartdaal.”

“Quite 80,” sald the Colonel, eagorly, “And tho
gunners as well. It was about that | wisheq to
question you, if you will allow mo. The officer in
change of the gun was Lieutenant John Chartree
m}g;ﬁnh;: GW“ h.:ve not heard of him since”

i o General | "
o Hhink” ald down bis knife. "“Laot me

“Ach!™ He grunted. “Yes, now I remember it
Yes!" He laughed agmin, briefly, “That, too !w’us

very funny. DBut I let th ]
Y em go. I dld not keop

“That boy of mine

“Sit down, Colonel

e
— s -

«¥oun released them? You are sure?” asked the
onel.

cc:]Surol Yes! Man, why would 1 keep them? Alle-

machtig, 1 was feeding myself on old mealiea and

trek oxen; 1 had bellies enough to feed without

prisoners. I let them go next day. But at first they

wouldn't go. It was very funny.

The General leaned bzck fn hls cbalr to laugh at
the memory. The Colonel watched himr gravely.

“I am very anxious to find that boy, sir,” he sald.
*T¢ means a great deal to me. [t would be a kind-
ness §f you would tell the story to the end "

The General wiped his eyes with his napkin and
camposed himself.

“Ach, there,” he sald “After e war, one Jaughs
at everything. I was forgétting. Well, that young
officer, he didn't want to go without his gun. T dldn’t
want his gun. But to give it back to the English
for them to shoot their 1yddie at me—that was not
war, eh? That was too much. I sald to him he could
go bacl. He sald there was a time for averything
and he would toss me with a soverelgn for the gun.
That was why I Jaughed just now. But I was mov-
ing east, and 1 could not trek the gun over those
rocks. So one night I left it behind with a feldkor-
net from Ermelo and twenty burghers, and told
them to go north and find a nice kloof (o hide it

in, and If I wanted it again I could fetch it. He
didn’t find out that it was gone till next day.”
“You mean my nephew didn’t?” put in the

Colonel, quickly.

“Yes,” sald the General. “The young officer. He
come to me when we halted to make coffee at noon.
‘I'm off; he sald, His men were standing behind
him. ‘Are you going after the gun?’ I sald. Then
he laughed and all his men laughed. ‘Tt would be
rather a lark,’ he sald. ‘Good-by, General,' and then

AR TRIE

C Tilney Wesson got Into fhis clothes
ﬂtflosaogte, uml{\r the shelter of a boulder that
poieed on the hillside, and stepped forth clad anl;on‘g
his shivering Kaffirs. To the south, the camp ool
ed forth over a world crumpled abruptly in lm‘c
ranges, slit as with a sword by precipitous valloys,
and tufted here and thoro with patches of wacht-
een-beetje thorn. His route bad lain across If,
wIth the ultimate mountains, at whoso feet he was
now camped, ever before him.

He was traveling on the atale track of the gun.
it was Mlly two yezrs since he had sat at
the table in Blosmfontein with General Van Zyl
Since then he had never ceased from searching. He
knew that young John Chartres and hig men had
gone in pursuit of the gun. Kafirs, Boers, pros-
pectors, and others had seen him—two years 2g9.

He was In a country now whero no guide could

almost virgin wilderncas of

serve him, the
and his path, pointed to bim

the nporthwest,

by a dozen indications, lay straight to the greal

rocky face of the range, up It and over it He bad

found no man to tell him what lay the other eido.
But hope was strong (n him, and the traveling atoot,
the chances of the trek, and the air had restored to
him some of his yei th. He was well and strong and

an optimist.
He bro%e camp as soon s breakliast was ecaten,

and led the way briskly for the ascent [t was very
slow golng; the bearers, roped to thelr packs, t.'x:ll‘-
were weary and caked with parching dust long %e-
fore the noonday halt in a little dip, where a smiail
pool Invited them to rest; and still the hill towered
over them and its final peaks stood remote as ever.

They wero feeding dully about the pool when Col-

ed off forthwith and made pauges to lament.

“The Colonel Clung to His Arm and Laughed—Laughed Helplessly and Long."”

he went off with his men.

“We were camping by a plece of kloof," contin.
ued the General, and reached for the gear on the
table. “ldke this—between the dish and the bot-
tle. And I was here by the salt. They went off by
the kloof, and then I heard somebody howling, down
here in the kloof. Then there was a shot and some
o! my burghers ecawe mmning."”

He laughed azain. “They were very angry, my
burghers,” he expfained, “and they told me with
curges, The young man and bls Tommy Atkinaes
had walked through the camp, saying good-by to the
purghers, and by and by they came to where old
Oom Coetzee, with his sons and his nephews, were
bolling their kettie by the edze of a bit of bush.
‘Now, men,’ sald your lleutenant, ‘help yourselves,
and the Tomanies fell on the rifies and bandoliors
with a laugh, and ran into the bush It was all done
while a man could spit twice, and then they were
lost in the thorn treecs. It was Oom Coetzee that
howled. They jumped up to chase the soldiers, but
at once thern came a shot ont of the bdush and
drilled a hols through the kettle. Then they ran to
mo."

This time Colonel Wesson answered his frank
laughter with a smile. He was beginning to under-
stand this General. A man who can laugh at him
self. be ho peasant or soldier, has no limits. He {3
& sportsman.

“And what did you do?" asked the Colonel.

“Ach, me!" The General shrugeed his biz should-
ers. “I laughed They wera gone from slght through
the bush and up Into the rocks. They could sit on
stones and shoot us one by one as we came. There
was nothing to do, so T laughed.”

The Colonel prodnced from: his breast pocket a
folded map of the Transvaal.

“You've been most kind, General,” he said, as he
spread it out on the table and held a gold pencil
hovering over it. *“I'll go up to the place itselt and
mee if 1 can fiad any traces. So if vou'll help me
to mark the places on the map, I shall be eternally
obliged to you"

“Ach, that {3 eay)y. Give me the pencil”

And in a couple of minutes the thinry was done

onel Wesson leaped to hiz feet with a hand uplifted.

“Hark!” he cried, and the startled Kafirs lis-
tened.

Very far away, dim and attenuated, some sound
traveled to them from the unknown land beyond
the range. It wns barely a murmur, but low-pltched,
metallic, and echoling.

“Good God!"™ crled the Celonel; “the gun!™

There was no doubt of it; distant though it was,
strowed over miles of air, the sound that jerked him
to his feet was the volce of a cannon.

‘““What the deuce!”™ cried the Colonel to the un-
comprehending Kaflrs “What the deuce! They
can't have ammunition to last forever. Get your
load up, you boys. You can eat another time."

And he hustled them to start again.

It was late that nizht when the little party camp-
od again. All day and far Into the darkness they
had ctruggled on, and come at last, tottering on
their feet, through a slope of rocks to the crest of
the mountain.

“Camp here,” ordered the Colonel
dropped where thiy stood and lay gasping. The
Colonel stood and gezed Into the night for the
gloam of a fire. He saw none.

Tho downward road which they took next morn-
Ing was easler work than the upward climb, but not
much faster, for they bad to thread the thorn
bushes.

TLate {n the afternoon they found themselves in
a belt of high grass—grass which stood seven feet
or more, throvgh which they had to push in single
file. Tach man could sce just the back of the man
dbefore him; the Colonel at the head could see not
even that., Thelr advance through the rustling,
breaking stalks filled their ears, but of a sudden tha
bearer who wallked behind the Colonel caught at
hia coat.

“Baas!” he sald, and made an ear trumpet of hls
hend.

The small preocession stopped, and forthwith the
Colonel heerd, unmistakably, the noise of men ad-
vancing in the grass at some little distence.

Th~-rihar wora closo

The Kaffirs

Yanever thov mizht he
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fle could distinguish separate tootfalls

at hand.
some one 8poke.

nddenly

Aq%;?:le.'mon!")ho said. “Look out for anokes.™

The Colonel gasped and began to tremble Part- .
fng the grass stems before him, he moved forward
uncertainly and stood face to face with a tall man
fn rags and a beard. The stranger laughed pleas-
antly.

“Hullo, Uncle Tilly,” he sald; “who'd ha' thought
o' meoting you?” r

The Colonel clung to his arm and 11‘1200‘4"
taughed helplessly and long, not darizg to stop lest
ho should break Into weseping.

7t was not far into camp. A hollow by & #pring
gave shelter from the evening wind and thither *he
young man led the Colonel, his gaunt, fatterad men
following with the Kaffirs

The Colonel and his nephew eat apart by chefr

own fre when they had fed. John Chartres wes
enjoyiny an Egyptian clgarette as oniy a Tddi can
who has smoked uncured leaf for two Feurs. The
nows of the deatn of Sir iohn had slready teen
communicatsd

“Now, Jeck, what Lave zon got to !l me?” de:
muande? tho Coloze! at last

The young mau sinied medititively Vou esem

¢n havo ferTeted out most of tho stor? yourself,
Tacle TU7,” he enid. “There's nothing mrook 1o
o tell”

Vo roallw didn't know the war waa at ar end!
vou'd honrd nothing of (t?” persiated Trcle Tliner.

The vounger man laughed. ‘No,” he answered
"On my word, T hadn't. It 4idn’t occer to me. And
d'vou know, Uncle Tillv, I'm afrald T can't take the
tnformation from you. You're oot officfal, you Xnow.
You're just a baily tourist.”

“But, my dear boy,” the Colonal protested, “yom
can’t keep thia up forever.”

TAeutenant Sir John Chartreas 1!t anpother clgar-
etto and crossed his long lega comfo~tably

“Why not?” he demanded. ‘“T.ook at my chaps
over thare. All as tough es stesl wire and as happy
as grize. They don’t want to go back wilhout that
gun. Ther've thought of nothing alse for 'wo yoars,
Look at ‘am!"

The Colonel turned hils hoad aal looked Adout
the fires the fourteen mon were seated amoking his
plug tobaoco. One of them <vas lapdlny an argun.
ment, with a vivaclons hand waving te drive homae
his points,

“Yer can't trek yeor gun If yer got to 'aul it «with a
team of cows,” he was saying. ‘A gun's mnde to
move. an’ move quick. Yer might as well not ‘ave
wheels to it as tow it around with a tean of cowa™

“Always the Dbloomin' gun, you " remarked
voung Chartres. “An TI'll give It to you straight,
Uncle Tilly; I'm goin' to take that gun back with
me."

The Colonel shrugged hls ghoulders.

“I'm going to take It back with me,” repented
young Chartrez 1"0ld Plet Grobelaar's got {t over
there and T'm goin' to take It from him. He fires
{t now and again, just to remind me, confound hfm."

“Where does he get hiz ammunition?" queried tho
Colonel.

“He hasn't got any,” waz the reply. ‘“He's got a
1ittle blasting powder, that's all. He loads her up
with that and touches her oit to annoy me. But I'll
get her one of these days. We've both got a fair lot
of rife cartridges, you know. There was a cache of
them down south, and Plet was helping himself
when we came up and took about haif of the lot
With Juck they'll last another six months.”

“And then?"

“0Oh, then we'll fight with the dutt, I suppose,”™
gald Ohartres, and grinned pleasantly.

The Colonel shook his head and pondered. There
was a spell at work In that remote place. Thinga
seemed reasonablea and possible there, which must
have appeared outrageous in a more orderod en-
vironment. The fires threw thelr light on the harsh,
ragged men and made a holiow of enchantment in
the solemn night. He could feel the magic working
and fought agalnst |t

“There'll be a hell of a row In London ahout (t,”
he sald.

Chartres looked at him quickly. “Who cares?’
he answered. “What's London. anvhow?"

“I seem,” said the Colonel slowly, “to have been
led into talking as though there were anyv sense in
this fatuous project of yours It was a miatake.
The standards of unexplored Africa are inzane stand
ards. You owe {t to yourself, to Chartres, and to
me—to me, sir—to recover your sensea and come
back to the world. What the deuce'! You've wasted
two years of your life, thrown away your career in
the army, grown a beard, and you ask me what's
London, anyhow. I never heard such impudence in
my IHe!”

"Go It, Uncle Tilly!" sajd Chartres, composedir.
“Work it up. Toss vour tail and snarl. T don't
m’n‘*,"

The Colonel looked at him fixedly and slghed
“You be hanged,” he sald. “But honestly, Jack—"

John Chartres interrupted: “Honestly, Uncla, I'm
coming back when I've got that gun, not hefore. All
you say Is qulte right; it's a crazy business, mad,
absurd, maniacal. demenfed, rabld—anvthing vou
Itke. A man’'s always a fcol to work hard. I'm a
fool, it you please. So don't waste good talk. You
go back and take charze of Chartres for me till I've
come. Will yon do that?"

“I'Il stay and help vou,” suggested tha Colonel,
but John Chartres would have none of I&

“Don’t spoil sport.,” he said.
Uncle, and don’t foul me.
please.”

They talked far fnto the night, and In the end the
maglc prevalled. The zrasa lifted fts raw scont ¢n
their nostlrils: a jackal howled fram a kloof, and
even 28 they sat at thelr fire the night was
with the high booming roar of a lion 'hgv v:m".m:;?;
below. S

“T must get that chap,” sald Chartres.
ways hanging around.”

Colonel Wesson threw up hfas hand with the ges
ture of a defeated man,

“Oh, get the cursed gun,” he sald.
come home*"

“That's a bargain,” sald voung John, chearfully.

ses,

“Rlde your own line,
This Is my plenie, £ yoa

“He's 2

"Get it and

It 13 very peacefu! at the great house of Chare
tres, sitting sturdlly on its hillslde, and the land
ebout it has yet that note of unconquerable patience
—the grim quletude of endurance that broke the Ro-
mans and congquared the Normans and made tho
English, Stil]l patient, gray, and urbane is Colonel
Tilney Wesson, waitlng through the years for Sir
John Chartres to recover his gun and come to his
own between tho downs and the €ea. And he know3
that one day he will come. He will haul the old
gun at tha' tail of o team Into Pretoria. redeemed
and faithful again, and return throungh the laughter
of a joke-loving nation to set Colonel Wesson free
from his post
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